THE GOVERNOR OF DHUFAR

It was the Acting-Governor's custom to call on me each
morning at the fort. Said bin Saif was yellow-faced, with
a long scraggy goatee and a miserable physique even for
late middle-age. His conversation centred round the
poverty of the Hukuma (government), the insufficiency of
his pay, and the demands of a large family: and in contrast
the vast sums of money the English must have, as shown
by official salaries. Sa'id lamented his own miserable
portion and attributed both extremes to Allah. Work he
regarded as undignified, fit for slaves; his hands were pale
and delicate as a woman's and his legs never carried him
faster than a slow, dignified walk, attended by a squad of
soldiers before and behind him. What he did diligently,
albeit with extreme deliberation, was to pray five times a
day. For the rest, he sat about aimlessly, his sleepy silences
broken only with pious ejaculations, *Al hamdu* Flllahl
al hamdu* rillah* - a most depressing companion.

There were distant sounds of revelry. A soldier rushed
to the roof and came back to report it was the slaves.
Drums in growing volume confirmed their approach and
we now all went to look down on an interesting spectacle.

The occasion of it was merely a slave's death, but when
a negro here dies and is buried, instead of two Muslim
angels to share his tomb, an evil spirit enters to molest his
slumbers, and so the drums and the devil-dance are invoked
to drive away the tormentor.

'God forgive them I5 murmured the sanctimonious Omani
at my side.

'Drums aren't acceptable to you?' I questioned.

'No, nor pipes; but these are slaves and know no better/

'Yet the Muqabil tribe in Oman have pipes ?' I said.

'Yes!  but they are Sunnis.   We are Ibadhis,  and in